144                      ENTERTAINING  GANDHI
thrilled bevy of porters swarming up the gangway
into the English boat. I contrast all this with the
phlegmatic calm of the British sailors and railway
porters.
" Then there's their patriotism/5 I continue^
warming to my subject. " It's something solemn^
uplifting, sacred. They do honour to their officials*
mayors and magistrates,, and uphold their ceremonies
in all sincerity."
" But surely," begins Devadas, "as to
------"   He   was   remembering our Lord Mayor's
Show, English dinner-parties3 the Buckingham
Palace reception.
" Oh5 yes," I respond, accepting his suggestion,
" We stand and watch the show, but in the presence
of trumpets and scarlet we are always self-conscious,
and we generally keep our tongue in our cheek to
reassure ourselves.*'
3,30 a.m. ArriviBg at Paris Nord Station is like
finding oneself in the midst of one of those lurid
film scenes of the Russian Revolution^ or of the fall
of the Bastille, or some ILF.A. production with its
super-modern staging of engines, sidings^ trucks,
great erections of steel and glass, sirens insistently
proclaiming some warning, men climbing up stacks
of giant machinery, looking like bits of mechanism
themselves, while artificial light lends everything a
sinister appearance.
At Boulogne there had been crowds as soon as
we landed, but the station-master, bearded, bowler-
and typically French^ had evidently  em-
hi*                   to strike awe into the jfoe>